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Ye wagoners of Freedom

Whose chargers chew the cud,

Whose wheels have braved a dozen years

The gravel and the mud;

Your glorious hawbucks yoke again

To take another jag,

And scud through the mud

Where the heavy wheels do drag,

Where the wagon creak is long and low

And the jaded oxen lag.

Columbia needs no wooden walls,

No ships where billows swell;

Her march is like a terrapin's,

Her home is in her shell.

To guard her trade and sailor's rights,

In woods she spreads her flag.

Such ribald nonsense, however, was unfair to a navy
which had done magnificently well until smoth-
ered and suppressed by sheer weight of numbers.
It was in January, 1815, that Captain Decatur final-
ly sailed out of New York harbor in the hope of
taking the President past the blockading division
which had been driven offshore by a heavy north-
east gale. The British ships were struggling back
to their stations when they spied the Yankee
frigate off the southern coast of Long Island. It
was a stern chase, Decatur with a hostile squadron
at his heels and unable to turn and fight because